He went on, however, industriously and prosperously, had
'the great happiness* in the year 1717 of being made free-
man of the company of Stationers, and in the same year
commenced citizen of London, his share of the treat that
day with other expenses coming to about five pounds. Now
that he was beyond his reach, his old tyrant in Dublin was
glad to accept of five pounds for his discharge; this money he
remitted, and thus became absolutely free both in England
and Ireland, for which he gave sincere thanks to the Al-
mighty.
'And now,' says he, 'I thought myself happy, when the
thoughts of my dearest often occurred to my mind: God
knows it is but too common, and that with the best and most
considerate persons, that some thing or other gives them
disquietude or makes them seek after it.' A partnership at
Norwich was offered him, and he accepted it; but a few
hours afterwards there came a mournful letter from his
parents, saying that they were very infirm, and extremely
desirous to see him once more before they died. It is to
Gent's honour that he immediately gave up his engagement
at Norwich, though the stage coach had been ordered to
receive him. The person whom he recommended in his
stead was Mr. Robert Raikes, who when Gent wrote these
memoirs was settled as a master in Gloucester; he became
the father of a singularly prosperous family, and one of his
sons, his successor in the printing office, is well known as
the person who first established Sunday schools.
Yet though Gent acted under an impulse of natural duty
on this occasion, he confesses that he was not without some
cause for self-reproach: 'I wrote,' said he, 'a lamenting letter
to my dear in York, bewailing that I could not find a proper
place as yet to settle in, told her that I was leaving the king-
dom, and reminded her by what had passed that she could
not be ignorant where to direct if she thought proper so to
do; that I was far from slighting her, and resigned her to
none but the protection of Heaven. But sure never was poor
creature afflicted with such melancholy as I was upon my
journey, my soul did seem to utter within me, "wretch that
I am, what am I doing, and whither going ?" My parents,
it's true, as they were constantly most affectionate, so indeed
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